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Deningun Parte:Editor 


Dear Readers, 


At rez, a lot of patient work goes into each issue, out of the view of the 
reader. Some projects mature over the space of several months, while 
others are ongoing developments that make rez better overall. There is 
never a particular article or anything tangible I could point and give credit 
to. Our production manager, Friday Blaisdale, clearly falls into this latter 
category, quietly and efficiently making sure that everything that needs 
doing gets done, publishing on time with nobody killing themselves with 
last minute work. With our strong views, and sometimes volatile tempers, 
this becomes a very, very demanding job, and yet I can only describe Friday 
as graceful in the way she performs it. 


Another of those projects that took a long time to come to fruition is Jami 
Mills’ title piece on Bryn Oh, one of SLs leading artists. This two-piece 
series has been in the making since at least early December and now sees 
the light of day in January. For me, it is a time of anticipation, looking for- 
ward to the moment we run this story. It is a testimony to Jami's profes- 
sionalism and tenacity. 


Counterbalancing the visual arts, is Traci Nubalo's piece on the longtime 
SL musician, Russell Eponym, an absolute fixture on the SL music scene, 


whom Traci brings into sharp focus. 


The final art related piece is, as usual, Cat Boccaccio's set of 14 leading 


questions. This time she asked them of the "Cowboy Van Gogh", 
Van Caerndow. 


In her monthly rant, Jullianna Juliesse sought the truth behind all the stories 
of misguided gender interaction, finding out for herself how gentlemen ap- 
proach ladies in inappropriate and tasteless ways. Read all about Julie's ad- 
venture in her column, "The Girl Opines". 


For my own Plan B, I found myself in a situation with not all that much to 
opine about. I had one of my rare content, peaceful moments. See "Plan B" 
and decide if a quiet moment makes for interesting reading. Incidentally, 
Plan B also serves as the lead-in to a small series of pieces related to the 
Hotel Chelsea. To orient the readers who may not know about this diverse 
and vibrant place, I wrote a short introduction, and then turned things over 
to two residents of the Hotel Chelsea, Wuffle and Giovanna Brombal. In this 
installment of Wuffle notes, Wuffle allows us a peek into her daily life at the 
Chelsea, and in her story "Pornography," Giovanna chronicles the search 
that led her to the her new home. 


And finally we found two splendid poems for you, "A Fish May Have Died 
In the Night" and "The Sound of You," both by Serene Bechir. 


Enjoy! 


Cat Questionnaire: 
Van Caerndow 


Cat Boccaccio:Interrogator 


The "Cowboy Van Gogh" dares to answer Cat's 14 
leading questions. 


SL age: 3 years 3 months 

SL activity: painter, SL photographer and gallery owner 

RL location: Urbana, IL 

In-your-own-words bio: Van came into SL with the sole purpose 
of learning how to display his art and get greater exposure. Little 
did he expect what a great world of characters and adventures he 
would find here. 


1. What in SL has brought you the most happiness? 
Meeting fellow artists and other like-minded souls. 


2. What has given you the most sadness? 
I was very sad when we had to close Studio Genre, which was a 
great artist cooperative. 


3. How would you describe your home in SL? 
Currently we have a bed on a grassy sky platform, and not much 
else. 


4. Who in SL do you admire 
most? 

I admire Karalee Larsson, my 
partner. After all, she is beauti- 
ful and talented and puts up 


5. What character trait do you 
have in SL that is furthest from 
your RL personality? 

In SL, I create some of my own 
clothes and take hundreds of 
photos. In RL, I can barely sew 
on a button and did not havea 
working camera until this 
Christmas. 


6. Which character trait did 
you leave behind in RL? 

It seems I never get to cook 
here in SL, and rarely ever eat 
or drink. 


7. What is your weakness when it comes to spending your Linden 
dollars? 

I tip all the musicians and most of the artists. I don't buy much of 
anything otherwise. 


8. What is your favorite place in Second Life, and why? 
Arles, the Van Gogh sim designed by Mudpuddle Cleanslate. It is 
my favorite place to do photoshoots and to paint. 


9. What scares you the most in (or about) 
Second Life? 

Sometimes I like SL better than RL, but that 
just makes me work harder to improve RL 


10. What is your secret pleasure in SL? 
Trying to imagine what people really look like 
as I am painting their avatar's portraits. 


11. What would it take to drive you out of 
Second Life? 

If I could not take in-world photos, that would 
drive me crazy. 


12. What one word would you use to describe 
the art community in SL? 
Diversified. 


13. What are you most proud of in SL? 

Iam most proud that SL has taught me how to 
display my art in RL and given me greater con- 
fidence. 


14. If you built a sim from scratch with unlim- 
ited resources, what would it be called? 
Caerndowville. 
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Part One: Murderous Whimsy ~ 
The Artistry of Bryn Oh 


Photos and Test by Jami Mills 


Iss not often that one is offered 
the opportunity to engage an 
artist as accomplished as Bryn 
Oh, so I was very excited when 
she agreed to share with our read- 
ers her very personal impressions 
of her own work, as well as her 
views about the artistic experi- 
ence generally and the state of the 
arts in SL specifically. As you will 
soon see, Bryn is an accessible 
and engaging artist, comfortable 
in her own skin, with a very origi- 
nal style, mixing rich imagery, 
sumptuous lighting and moody 
ambient music with an accompa- 
nying narrative that subtly draws 
one in, shocks, saddens, but 
never fails to challenge and 
amaze. 


Bryn juxtaposes the innocence of 
idealism against the brutish real- 
ity of a society run amok. For 
those of you familiar with the 
work of Edward Gorey and Tim 
Burton, who combine child-like 
imagery with themes of darkness 
and death, you will find that Bryn 
has taken this same tension one 
step further - - into the 3D digital 
realm - - with stunning success. 
Exploring themes of conflict, 
alienation and despair, her work 
is at its core about love - - the tri- 
umph of that precious human 
emotion that stands upright 
against all of the injustices and 
hypocrisies that surround us all. 


photo: From White Balloons (in Standby), “! fell in love one afternoon....and 


wrote your name ona white balloon” 


[Editor's Note: Due to an overabundance of wonderful material, we are 
presenting Jami Mills’ insightful article on Bryn Oh in two installments: 
the first, “Murderous Whimsy - The Artistry of Bryn Oh,’ is below; the 
second, “Oh, Canada!,’ will appear next month in rez’s February issue. 
Please enjoy this fascinating exploration of one of SL's most celebrated 


artists.] 


JM: Bryn, thank you for sitting down 
with me to discuss your work and 
some of your SL experiences. I'm sure 
our readers will be fascinated getting 
to know you and your work a little 
better. First of all, I would like to con- 
gratulate you on the grant you re- 
cently received from the Canadian 
government to create a machinima of 
your trilogy, The Daughter of Gears, 
Rabbicorn, and Standby, and to 
create a new build called Virginia 
Alone on your impressive sim, Im- 
mersiva. You must be very excited 
about such an honor. Can you tell me 
a little more about the grant and 
maybe give our readers a hint about 
what Virginia Alone will be about? 


BO: Thank you. The grant was 
given in the New Media category 
and it is exciting because it allows 
me to plan on a larger scale, and it 
also instantly legitimizes my work to 
some first life curators who eye vir- 
tual world art with suspicion. I am 
looking forward to making Virginia 
Alone. I don't really know where to 
start to describe this work. A year 
ago, I heard of an 80 year-old blind 
lady who lived alone (with stray 
cats) in a rented farm house. She 
had lived there for 20 years and had 
also been a hoarder before going 


blind and a bit mad. She was even- 
tually taken from this house and put 
into a nursing home. She is about a 
three-hour drive from me, but I vis- 
ited her and her old home. I was 
given full permission to go into her 
house to explore and catalogue; 
alone, the experience of exploring 
her old house was very surreal to me. 
Being blind, she was unaware that 20 
years of cobwebs had built up in her 
house, covering everything like 
drapery. As a hoarder, she had also 
filled the house from top to bottom 
with cardboard boxes, bags and suit- 
cases of many strange things. For 
example, I would open one large box 
to find something wrapped in news- 
paper, and after uncovering layer 
after layer, it would end up being a 
single tiny seed from an apple tree 
whose species, she assured me, was 
slowly disappearing due to hybrid- 
ization. She had filled the house to 
the point where she could only sit in 
a chair by the front door which was 
beside her kitchen. She had about 
ten feet of space to live in, as the rest 
of the house was too full. She would 
sit day after day listening to the radio 
and recording her thoughts on a 
hand-held tape recorder. She must 
have had 30 tape recorders strewn 
around her home and hundreds of 


photo: From The Rabbic 


On the 


tapes for me to listen to. 
tapes would be her describing things 
that had happened to her over the 


years of her lit 
would sometimes go outside the 
house but would bring her radio 
along so she could hear it in order to 
find her way back to the front door. 
She would use a clothes line to guide 
her back too. One day, the radio bat- 
teries died and she could not follow 


For example, she 


R 


for the first time, the Rabbicorn’s heart did whirr 


the sound to find her way back. She 
was lost for nine hours, but in her 
mind she hadn't just gotten lost, but 
the ho self went into another di- 
mension from the past. What I plan 
on doing is to recreate her home in 
our virtual world and include all the 
tapes which will help tell her story. 
People will be able to see her world 
from a mix of how I perceived it and 
how she may have. 


photo: Imme 


JM: In November 2008, a patron, 
Dusan Writer, gave you a full sim to 
play with, and your sim, Immersiva, 


was born. Please describe Immersiva 


and explain how it has allowed your 
work to flourish here in SL. 


va on a cold Winter's afternoon 


BO: Ihave used Immersiva to tell an 
ongoing story based off of my own 
life's dreams and regrets. Those who 
follow my work have been piecing 
together the narrative over the last 
four years or so. Immersiva is an 
ever-changing landscape which 


allows me to keep adding new depth 
to the narrative. Over time, you find 
characters such as the Daughter of 
Gears, then the Rabbicorn. Ata later 
time, I built a story to show the rela- 
tionship between the two. Charac- 
ters like Willow, Angler Girl and 


Lady Carmagnolle layer the world I 

created by telling side stories of what 
happens there. The poems in works 
like 26 tines, Vessel's Dream, format, 
Download, Gretchen and Teddy, 
Mayfly, Rusted Gears, and so on all 
help to clarify the mood or feel of the 
story. Even wordless ones are meant 
to continue the mood as in Ceru- 
lean. Immersiva is essentially an 
abandoned amusement park that 
was robot themed. The owners were 
bankrupted and left the park to 
slowly decay. The robots continued 
to function and often continued to 
play their programmed _ perfor- 
mance, such as Lady Carmagnolle, 
but they are always under threat of 
being scavenged for parts by 
humans or even other robots. The 
stories are a type of diary, but con- 
verted to the struggles of these char- 
acters who essentially are just look- 
ing for love and purpose. They are 
the outcasts, but in many ways more 
human than those who hunt them. 


[Editor's Note: On December 11, 
2011, Immersiva went offline 
(temporarily, we hope) and is not 
available to visit at this time. We 
hope Immersiva will be back online 
soon.] 


JM: For those of our readers unfamil- 
iar with your fanciful and moody 
work, some of it, in the tradition of 
Edward Gorey, juxtaposes the inno- 
cence of children and their nursery 
rhymes with dark themes of tragedy, 
alienation and despair, with some 
ghastly murders sprinkled in here and 
there. For example, Anna’s Many 
Murders tells the story of a sweet 
looking young girl who calmly blud- 
geons to death the neighborhood 
mailman, murders little Timmy with 
a crust of poisoned bread, and dis- 
patches family members and anyone 
else standing in her way, including her 
judge and warden. Where does this 
darkness come from? 


BO: I think there is darkness on 
both sides of Anna's Many Murders . 
It is true that Anna carves a destruc- 
tive path through that society, but 
really Anna is a desperately lonely 
soul. She embraces a delusion 
whereby she sees what she does as 
purifying. The world she lives in is a 
pleasantly smiling dystopian society. 
Those around her do not carry 
iPhones or struggle with imperfec- 
tions, they ARE iPhones. Here in 
Canada, a bylaw was created to pre- 
vent houses from being built with 
the garage facing the front of the 


house. The reason being was that 
communities were slowly dying be- 
cause nobody had porches to sit on 
anymore. Nobody socialized with 
each other and few even knew their 
neighbours. On the subway the 
other day, I was surrounded by 50 
people, all completely silent. All 
were engrossed by their Blackberries 
and phones, games and music, and it 
reminded me of the fears behind the 
bylaw. Everyone is creating bubbles 
around themselves to avoid interac- 
tion. All the people in Anna's world 
surgically implant their apps and ad- 
vancements. And after a while, 
some became more machine than 
human. There is no black and white 
in Anna’ story. Both she and her so- 
ciety are broken. 


JM: Anna’ Little Murders is a terrify- 
ing piece because, with a perverse 
dream logic, Anna’s murderous ram- 
page cannot be stopped. Do you 
sometimes scare even yourself, and 
might there be a wee bit of Bryn Oh in 
Anna? 


BO: I think we can disappoint or en- 
tertain, but I am not sure we can 
scare ourselves. I think we can only 
scare others. There is definitely 
some Anna in Bryn. I think every- 
thing you make must have some- 


thing of yourself in it or it will come 


out sterile. You know yourself 
deeply and if you can translate some 
of what you know into an artwork, 
then others will see a truth init. This 
is because you are exp 

thing you understand. So, for ex- 
ample, I could do a sim based on my 
feelings of being lost in a winter 
storm. I have been in knee deep 
snow wandering aimlessly only 
being able to see ten feet in front of 
me. I know that experience and can 


orked quite 


portray the anxiety of that experi- 
ence. If I were asked to portray real 
life in Africa, I would fail. The work 
would probably be made up of ste- 
reotypes of things that I have heard 
about Africa, since I have never 
been. If it were shown to someone 
from Africa, they may well say there 
is no connection at all. The real 
talent for an artist is to be able to 
filter something of themself into an 
artwork. Hopefully, in each of my 
creations people can absorb some 
type of emotion emanating from it. 


From Anna’s Many Murders, “The warden knew he'd taken her too lightly...as Anna pull 
(photo provided by the artist) 


more tightly” 


JM: You have written that “the visual 
artist has one main purpose. To make 
the viewer look at or interact with 
their creation for as long as possible.” 
People take a variety of approaches 
viewing your work - - some viewers 
wander through your installations 
quickly, getting only a superficial “im- 
pression”, while others take the time to 
thoughtfully absorb the interplay of 
your poems, music and visual content. 
How do you hold the viewers’ atten- 
tion, and how much does it frustrate 
you as an artist when someone races 
through one of your installations, pro- 
claiming it “wonderful,” but having 
surely missed the deeper points you 
were making? 


BO: That kind of thing doesn't really 
bother me. Some like the challenge 
of discovery while others prefer to 
close their eyes and enjoy the wind 
on their face rather than figure out 
from where it came. Everyone is dif- 
ferent and both are fine. I build what 
Ineed to say, and for a particular type 
of person, it is engaging. There are 
many things I have created which 
have only been found by a few. The 
people who come to my environ- 
ments and strive to get below the sur- 
face are merely people who find 
reward in a similar manner to me. 


For example, if you saw an aban- 
doned house, would you want to ex- 
plore it or is that notion perplexing? 
If you found a rusty key in your back- 
yard, would you start digging to find 
more or would that just create a mess 
to clean up? I compose my works so 
that the surface artwork can stand on 
its own should people not delve 
deeper. That is essential. But I also 
create depth to house my inner feel- 
ings. My works are an outlet for me 
to express things I can't say in my 
first life. The ones who find them 
often seem to have similar emotions 
or an empathy, and perhaps that is 
why they were drawn to search 
deeper. 


JM: You are a member of the Linden 
Endowment for the Arts Committee 
(LEA), which recently announced its 
Land Rush Residency, where artists 
“claim” portions of sim parcels for 
visual art installations. Could you tell 
our readers a little bit about the LEA 
and the Land Rush, and are you satis- 
fied that visual artists are getting the 
support they deserve in SL? 


BO: Linden Labs has long been criti- 
cized for not helping the arts in 
Second Life. About a year and a half 
ago, they decided to create a resident 
art committee. They asked around 


ten people to be in that group to 
manage it, with a few Lindens also 
involved to essentially make sure we 
didn't break any terms of service 
rules. They would give us free reign 
but occasionally peek over our shoul- 
ders. They get free labour from us, 
but at the same time they offer re- 
sources to help with the arts. The 
CEO then stepped down and the 
LEA was put on hold for months. 
Courtney Linden fought hard to get 
us reinstated and about six months 
ago we began to work again, thanks 
to her efforts. Courtney was then let 
go and two new business-first Lin- 
dens came in. As a group we negoti- 
ated with Linden Labs and their 
shareholders to get 20 full sims to use 
for the arts. They agreed to give us 
some as a trial and we are in the pro- 
cess of accepting proposals to give 
them out. One other idea was to use 
two for a land rush so that the re- 
sources could be spread out to all 
levels of artists. 


No, I don't really think artists are get- 
ting the support they require. As 
long as land prices are so high, there 
will be few patrons able to support 
the arts, and while it is good to have a 
group like the LEA to help, no eight 
people should be given the power to 
steer the direction of art in a new 


I personally think this 
medium may allow artists to create 
work which some currently don't yet 
recognize as art. We shouldn't just 


medium. 


look at traditional artworks and 


make judgments from there. Nor 
should we just champion our own 
vision of what we believe art should 
be. For artists to thrive and create in 
many directions at once, we need a 


=A 


very strong support network to ac- 
commodate them. The LEA is help- 
ful, but we need more. Pirats, the 
University of Western Australia, 
Split Screen, MetaLEZ, NMC, 
Nordan, Museo In Commune, and 
others have helped support the arts 
immensely. Supporting them by 
lowering tier would go a long way to 
helping the overall arts in Second 
Li 


Thank you, Bryn. Were going to 
catch our collective breaths now and 
take a short break. I hope you have 
enjoyed the first part of this two-part 
interview with an utterly original 
and fascinating Bryn Oh. I look for- 
ward to bringing you more of Bi 
insights and “whimsy” in next 
month’ issue of rez. Please look for 
an in-depth look into B: 
chinimas and her unique perspec- 
tive on the animal world in “Oh, 
Canada!” in the February issue of 
rez. Please follow news of Bryn Oh’s 
latest exploits and her insights into 
the SL art scene on Bryn’s blog: 
http://brynoh.blogspot.com/ 


© Jami Mills All rights reserved. 


GODDESSES of SLART 


CALENDAR 2012 


AucusT 2012 


ALL PROCEEDS TO THE HUNGER PROJECT 
Only available until January 31, 2012 


Seaside Gallery 
http: //slurl.com/secondlife/Nestor/186/183/97 


Mission 


The Hunger Project's mission is for the world to achieve the 
sustainable end of hunger and poverty: a world where all 
people have a healthy and productive life in harmony with 
nature, a life of self-reliance and dignity. 


Vision 
Our vision is a future where: 


* Every day, every person has enough of the right food to be 
healthy and productive; 


* Babies are born healthy and strong, and girl babies are 
prized as much as boy babies; 


* Women and girls are full partners in society; 


* People have control over their own lives and destinies, and 
individuals have a chance to contribute; 


* The values of honoring human beings and nature flourish. 


THE HUNGER PROJECT 


www.thp.org 


[Russell Eponym: 
Second Life's 
Musician 


at) 


by Traci Nubalo 
photos by Jami Mills 


Hiss real name is Russell Taylor Ashby, but we in Second 
Life know him as Russell Eponym. . 


I met Russell within my first hour of 
being a new resident here in SL. I be- 
lieve I may have told this story before 
but it’s a fun tale and demonstrates in 
just one way what an influence 
Eponym has had on our in-world art 
scene. 


Long ago, a friend in RL spent sig- 
nificant time trying to explain to me 
how Second Life works, and I’m 
afraid I just wasn't grasping her mes- 
sage. Then she hit on what she 
thought was a surefire way to get me 
to log on and check it out. She said, 
“And there's live music there.” So now 
she found herself trying desperately 
to get me to understand that in SL 
there are concert halls and night- 
clubs which residents visit to attend 
live performances by musicians from 
all over the world. 


Armed only with a big empty space 
in my head just waiting to be filled by 
knowledge of this new universe, I 
logged on the very next day. I was de- 
termined to find out what all the fuss 
was about. Learning curves being 
what they are, my entry was to be 


trial by fire (and error)! 


So there I was, bright and early, in SL 
and minding my own_ business: 
MMOB. 


Well, I was a noob avatar - less than a 
day in-world. When youre that new 
here you really have only YOUR 
business to mind! I was just standing 
there (wherever “there” is in a uni- 
verse of pixels), looking around. I 
recall saying profound things like 
“wtf?” as I frantically pushed buttons 
and clicked boxes trying to make 
sense of this new world. Bear in 
mind, with my standard SL hair and 
that horrible pants and top set, I 
must have looked a mess! But I was 
too new to even realize that I re- 
sembled a bag lady from the planet 
Ruth. 


So - even if it was out of pure igno- 
rance - I was truthfully MMOB. 


And that’s when I met the true hero 
of this tale - no, not Russell Eponym. 
The real saint here is the one resident 
out of dozens that passed by, who of- 
fered to help as I stood there totally 


perplexed. This brave and kind man 
took about 30 minutes out of his day 
to help me to calm down and learn 
how to walk (a little), and how to 
keep IMs and Open Chat separate, a 
skill which held me in good stead 
during my upcoming (and merci- 
fully short) “Gossiping in SL” period. 
But that’s a story for another time, 
and - if your luck holds out - another 
magazine, as well. 


But he took me to school in a patient 
and nonjudgmental manner, and 
along the way we began to chat a bit 
about my predicament. It was then 
that I realized that I hadn't even con- 
sidered that I would be chatting with 
people. I didn’t have a single thing to 
say to this guy, and I didn’t see any- 
thing coming down my intellectual 
turnpike, either. So I decided to ask 
him about music. 


He replied that yes, what I had been 
told about live music in SL was, 
indeed, correct and that it really was 
my lucky day since he knew the very 
best live musician in Second Life. In 
short order my hero then deter- 
mined that this mystery performer 
was, in fact, on stage at that exact 
moment! He offered to go to the 
venue and tp me in. (Here's how 
noob I was: “What's a tp?”). 


He landed me right in front of the 
stage in some SL music space. If he 
was in any way bothered by being 
seen in public with me, he didn't 
show it; he patiently walked me 
through the process of setting up my 
sound preferences. I did notice, how- 
ever, that as soon as I said that I 
could hear a guitar, he was gone - 
faster than I could say “poof”. 


And there was Russell, some ten 
meters or so away, his little avi hands 
moving smoothly across his little avi 
guitar with “people” dancing and 
swirling as he played. It was a very 
cute scene; very attractive and wel- 
coming to the newest resident of SL. 


But what was coming through my 
headphones was anything but cute. 
Attractive, yes; upscale, totally. But I 
could tell from first listen that this 
Russell character was a true world- 
class musician. A force to be reck- 
oned with. 


Tll sum up Russell Eponym’s musical 
qualifications in short form, since his 
skill set (writing, singing, playing, 
entertaining) is so powerful that only 
seeing him perform live will suffice. 
He’s an expert-level guitarist with an 
exceptionally strong and creative 
right hand. This provides him with 


the rare gift of being able to accu- 
rately and smoothly fingerpick even 
at the fastest of tempos. 


Vocally, Russ delivers smoothly and 
consistently, in a crystal clear British 
accent. Every syllable of every word. 
is heard crisply. His harp work is in- 
telligent and always tonally accurate. 


Compositionally, Russ is a great 
songwriter with originals as diverse 
as “You Have No Eyes’, “To Be Free’, 
and a very well-written instrumental 
guitar piece called “Eponymous Rag”. 


Russell’s overall packet of talents is 
offered via the wonderful medium of 
a speaking voice custom designed for 
his work: that of a perfectly proper 
English gentleman. 


To encounter all of these wonderful 
qualities together in one form 
(human or avi) made for a marvelous 
find, indeed, on my first day in a 
strange new world. 


A few years and a few thousand per- 
formances later, I find myself prepar- 
ing for this, my third article on 
Eponym and his craft. He's from the 
south of Wales, and has had a long 
RL career as a musical professional 
in bands, folk groups and as a busker 
on the streets of London, Paris and 
Vienna. 


When he arrived in SL, he was one of 
the first professional musicians on 
the virtual scene. As this group of 
pioneer performers began creating 
what we now enjoy as a vibrant SL 
music scene, each was forming his or 
her own fan base. While we all know 
that size isn’t everything, in terms of 
an artist's in-world popularity, it’s a 
decent determining factor of success. 


Just before this piece went to publi- 
cation, the “Eponymous Family” hit 
the magic number of 1,000 mem- 
bers. That's a lot of avis, ladies and 
gentlemen. And the group recently 
held a party to celebrate Eponym’s 
winning of a major Second Life 
award. 


TN: Russ, can you fill in the rez read- 
ers on your recent award? 

RE: Yes, I was very surprised by the 
award. I had been informed that I 
had been nominated and I really 
thought no more about it. It's the Avi 
Choice Awards. There are awards for 
a number of things in SL: design, 
clothes, animations - as well as 


venues and musicians. The award I 
received was ‘Favourite Male Musi- 
cian 2011'. There were other catego- 
ries such as favourite rock singer, 
pop singer, country singer. I was not 


nominated in any of those categories. 


TN: Who else was in your nominated 
group? 
RE: Skye Galaxy - Max Kleene - 


Frogg Marlowe 
TN: Wow! 


RE: Antonio Galloway - Damian 
Carbanell 

TN: Very stiff competition. Who did 
the nominating? 

RE: Readers and residents. 

TN: I see. Excellent! Congratulations 


from myself and everyone at rez, Russ. 


RE: I was really delighted. And thank 
you. I accepted the award for myself 
and my family. 

TN: Have you been getting response 
from your fan group - the Eponymous 
Family - on this? 

RE: Yes, very big response from my 


fan group. And I've received a lot 
more interest in my work from venue 
and club owners. 

TN: I hear that your fan group re- 
cently had some celebrating to do. 

RE: Yes, we are going to delay full 
celebrations until the new year, but 


the group has grown to 1,000 mem- 
bers. It was our aim to do this by 
Christmas and it’s a truly wonderful 
feeling to know that we have done it. 
TN: That's a very large fan group. And 
wonderful people. 

RE: Yes, you will remember my 
group when it had a more modest 
population. 

TN: Yes I do! I first interviewed you 
back in '09 I think. For the Virtual 
Times. How did you achieve such a 
number? 

RE: Well, I am fortunate in that very 
few people leave the group; the re- 
tention levels are high. And even if 
they do not come to many shows 
they still remain in the group, at- 
tending my shows when they can. 
TN: They feel the community. 

RE: Yes. I have by far the best family 
group in SL. They are highly ani- 
mated and very loyal. 

TN: That must be a good feeling for 
you. 

RE: It is the best feeling. I do not do 
shows and concerts alone; they con- 
tribute as much as I do. They are well 
known for their generosity, their in- 
telligence and wit, not to mention 
their delightful lunacy. I am sure you 
understand how all of that can en- 
hance the experience of one of my 
concerts. 


TN: I know first hand that your 
group’ private chat line is hilarious at 
times. But, to tell the whole story, 
Russ, while the fan group's interac- 
tions are very fun (and very funny), 
I've witnessed a different side to them. 
I have been there when someone had 
gotten ill, or had RL family issues. You 
guys often will stop to talk about it as 
a family. 

RE: The support of this group for 
each other is one of its remarkable 
characteristics. People care. We have 
gotten to know one another. We have 
welcomed new members on a daily 
basis and everyone is made to feel 
important - because they are. It’s a 
simple philosophy: we are all 
humans in various guises discover- 
ing the joys of the virtual world - en- 
couraging, protecting and support- 
ing. 


We treat this seriously, and that is 
why we can have genuine fun. 
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So many times one will hear discus- 
sions on the relative merits of this 
musician or that technique - musical 
“shop talk” in other words. This can 


be particularly fascinating to observe 
when a few really good players get 


together, perhaps backstage at a con- 
cert. They will pass guitars back and 
forth commenting on ease of play 
and the various features each instru- 
ment offers. They will discuss styles 
and methods and ways to get maxi- 
mum results from various systems 
for practicing and playing the guitar. 
Eventually, however, such discussion 
will usually result in one or more 
players reporting some physical 
wear-and-tear taking place in their 
hands. This is, of course, more preva- 
lent among the guitarists who tour 
and/or record a lot. 


Carpal tunnel, _ repetitive-motion 
damage, ligament issues; these are all 
relatively commonplace (but not 
publicly known, usually) miseries for 
the working guitarist to endure. 
Russell's long time in the market, and 
strenuous playing schedules forced 
me to bring it up: 


TN: Let's talk about longevity. 

RE: Well, I've been here for six years, 
playing full-time. 

TN: I know that at one point you were 
playing more than 1,000 shows per 
year in SL. 

RE: Yes, and I have played well in 
excess of 5,000 shows here, although 
now I play fewer. 

TN: How long could you sustain the 


1,000-shows-per-year pace? 

RE: You and I have talked about wear 
and tear before. I have learned that 
balance is important. There is psy- 
chological wear and tear as well as 
the physical. So while I could have 
sustained that pace indefinitely, it 
would have been at great cost to my 
health. 

TN: That's my point, exactly. I know 
that at one time you suffered some 
pretty painful hand problems to the 
point where there was discussion of 
possible retirement from playing live. 
How is that for you these days? 

RE: My joints are in good shape now. 
I play less these days and I do the 
simple things to ensure their safety: 
massage and manipulation; frequent 
changing of strings. 

TN: Russ, you and I chatted the other 
day and you told me of the therapy 
you do on your hands now. Can you 
share that with our readers? 

RE: Ah! Yes, of course. In order to 
prevent repetition problems, I use as 
many as six different guitars - and 
the banjo, of course. Each has differ- 
ent specifications: slightly different 
shapes, sizes, and weights, so there is 
less tendency for my hands to 
become stuck in the repetitive posi- 
tions. 

TN: I thought that to be a truly zen 


sort of solution. How have your hands 
responded? 

RE: They are feeling wonderful. By 
changing guitars so often, my hands 
are being asked to explore more and. 
to free themselves of the confine- 
ments of one guitar. My right hand 
has always been my main playing 
hand, but this has enabled greater 
freedom for my fretting hand, too. So 
Thave pulled my old 1973 Martin off 
the wall. 

TN: Tech talk alert! 

RE: Its a 1973 Martin D18. I now 
have all of my guitars lined up and 
ready to play. 

TN: What others do you use? 

RE: A Taylor acoustic/electric, a 
Takamine 2001 Ltd Edition, an Epi- 
phone, the Breedlove, and the 
Yamaha, which still has a great un- 
plugged sound. 

TN: Russell, what is left for you to ex- 
plore musically in SL? 

RE: Iam now combining elements of 
the creative arts; I am doing more 
and more poetry and story readings, 
combining with music. This is a new 
area for many listeners. I love the ex- 
perience of reading poetry and prose 
to my audiences. Also, I have enjoyed 
one or two live joint sessions. David 
Perdu came to my home and we 
streamed together for a few shows. 


TN: Oh, yes! He’ a fine musician. 

RE: And Mel Cheeky and I are 
hoping to do a few together too - the 
Welsh Connection. 

TN: Awesome. I love her voice. 

RE: A phenomenal voice; the warm- 
est voice. 

TN: What does the future hold for 
Russell Eponym? 

RE: My aim is to explore extensively 
the possibilities of live music in the 
virtual universe, and to meet as 
many SL music lovers as possible. 
The level of energy and excitement I 
experience in this job never drops, 
even after all of these years. And as 
always, I'd like to thank my listeners, 
my family - your readers - for the un- 
dying support and loyalty they have 
shown me on a daily basis over such 
a long period of time. 

TN: Congratulations to you and the 
Eponymous Family, Russ. 


and I would like to thank that 
thoughtful and patient avatar who 
took time to help me way back in 
November of 2008. Your kindness 
paved the way for this article, and for 
many others like it. 


© 2012 Traci Nubalo All Rights Reserved 


Hey r@Z readers! 


Do you know of a Second Life music act that you'd like to see cov- 
ered in my column? If so, please send me a notecard in-world, or 
email me at: TraciNubalo@aol.com. 


Also, please visit my blog site Traci Nubalo: The Word at 
http://tracinubalo-theword.blogspot.com 


You'll find all of my SL music work since '08 there, now including the 
amazing photography of Jami Mills. Thanks! 


Traci 
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The Girl Opines 


Bad Behavior and Other 
Misdemeanors in 
Second Life 


How NOT to Impress Women, or My Social Experiment Gone Awry 


It has been said that Second Life is a vast virtual social experiment, where 
one may encounter a full spectrum of lifestyles, interests, and interpersonal 
behavior. It never ceases to amaze me when I hear reports from friends 
about some of the potential male suitors they encounter while out and 
about, each tale more elaborately offensive than the previous. Do these 
men really think approaching a lady with an opening line like “Are you 
really a blonde in RL?” or “I am a doctor; you want a physical?” would be 
remotely impressive? 


This past month, yours truly took advantage of a week's vacation from her 
real-life job to do some on-the-ground research, and see what's what first- 
hand. 


First stop: Sweetheart’s Jazz and Romantic Ballroom. I had heard about 
this place and seen it in the SL classifieds quite frequently—plus the venue 
name alone sounded promising. After donning my prettiest pink satin 
ballgown, one click and I was on my way. OK, so the classifieds made no 
mention of the unbelievable lag at this place, but once the twinkling lights 
and swirling dancers rezzed into view ten minutes later, I perched myself 
daintily on a tall barstool and waited for the games to begin. 


And waited. 


To occupy time, I made mental note of some of the more interesting moni- 
kers among the partygoers, chuckling to myself as I sipped a glass of virtual 
Cristal. Jocketroll was twirling Glamorpuss around the dance floor, while 
Bunnikins was making eyes at Mister Mustang across the room. I felt really 
sorry though for poor Iwannadou, watching her alone in the corner gazing 
sadly at the crowd and clearly not doing anyone. 


And, did I mention I waited? 


Not a soul spoke to me. Not even Gigi, the paid-to-be-perky hostess, who 
failed to greet me with a chipper “Hi hun, nice to C U” when I arrived! 
(Remind me to call her boss.) After checking my router to be sure I was still 
connected to the internet, I decided to try another place. While I was at it, 
I opted for a wardrobe change as well. Perhaps the high-necked bubblegum 
pink confection was not going to make the cut after all, so I dragged a strap- 
less black gown from the Linden closet. 


Dont tell me I am beautiful. Of course I 
am. They're freaking pixels, you idiot. 


Next stop: Frank's Place Elite Jazz Club. After wandering through a cheesy 
mall to find the teleport button, I found my way to this slightly more up- 
scale place, where at least I was greeted pleasantly by the hostess. My old 
friend Iwannadou was nowhere to be found; however, I was almost suffo- 
cated by the endless flouncy train of one woman's impossibly voluminous 
ballgown, and nearly broke an ankle tripping over it several times through- 
out the next half hour when I decided to walk about the room rather than 
sit in a corner. 


Silence still. 


OK, so what gives? I enlisted the assistance of several friends to get to the 
bottom of this dilemma. 


Surely, in a room full of nearly 40 people, folks were having conversations 
outside of local chat. And why was I not a part of this? One friend said it 
was my dress, and the fact that I didn’t engage in the local chatter. An- 
other claimed it was my profile: too saccharine; not provocative enough. 
Where is there a rule saying that poets/rant columnists/café owners have 
to be boring? In the meantime, as I stood about contemplating my sup- 
posed blandness, my co-conspirators had a bit more success. 


Within five minutes, one friend was invited to dance; another was praised 
on the “honesty” of her profile and asked if she was seeing somebody. 


That did it. 


Feeling lucky or feeling lonely? Babbles Bloobury accompanies our heroine on a 
fact-finding mission at Sweethearts Ballroom. 


Dear reader, I had looked forward to providing you with some snippets of 
wisdom, laced with humor, on how not to impress the fairer sex, but came 
up hopelessly empty handed. Licking my wounds and nursing the shards 
of my bruised ego, I returned home. 


However, in the interest of public service, I will share with you pearls of 
knowledge from the fabulous and brilliant Miss Babbles Bloobury, a dear 
friend and a woman known for her worldly wisdom. And so, since I came 
up dry, I am pleased to present her list of some of the more egregious of- 
fenses she has encountered in her vast travels. Here are her rules of en- 
gagement: 


1. Do not ask me for a date after knowing me for five minutes. 
How can you possibly make such a decision so quickly? 

2. In the same spirit, don’t ask me about my age or any other 
RL details when you first meet me. 

. [ know some of the places I frequent are laggy, but please 
try not to be slow in responding to me. Having five IMs 
open while you are talking to me isn't impressive. 

4. Please be over the age of 18. Even better, 21. Wait...how 
about 35? 

. Dont tell me I am beautiful. Of course I am. They're 
freaking pixels, you idiot. 

6. And please, whatever you do, don't make your first request 

of me be, “Sex me.” 


w 


w 


Well said, Miss Babbles! 


In the meantime, I shall stick to the poetry clubs and remain your ever- 
ignored, 
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Plan B 
Full Circle 


Deningun Parte 


Di you ever wonder how Plan B got its name? Well, at one point it was 
"the plan B", something I could write quickly when we needed copy. 
What? rez looks so carefully planned! No, we are human, things go wrong 
and I write quickly, almost in stream of consciousness. It has been im- 
mense fun, because most of the time something about SL rubs me wrong 
and [like to vent. But at this exact moment, I am perfectly content. Since 
when is that worthy of comment? Plan B is needed as much as ever, 
though. Now, should I write on finding pixelated peace? How to resolve 
my inner conflicts? About overcoming my suffering by losing my attach- 
ment? Of course not. I have not done any of these things. 


I'm merely lounging on a couch in the lobby of the Chelsea Hotel, think- 
ing of how to tie Giovanna's and Wuffle's contributions to this issue into a 
neat package that does that place and its wonderful people justice, and 
luxuriate in the freedom of not having to stick to the rigorous practices of 
RL scientific writing. And here I get predictable - SL is the great social ex- 
periment where a hardass science writer can let her hair down a bit be- 
cause her writing will not come under scrutiny by clients, scientific peers 
or, god forbid, lawyers. So, should I pull a James Joyce on you, walk 
through Dublin and write my own Ulysses, maybe complete with a brew- 
ery barge passing under a Liffey bridge in clouds of billowing smoke and 
steam? Should I find myself a ragged bohemian poet with a love of cheap 
wine, steal a Hudson Hornet, drive across the world, stopping in all the 
cool bars, annoy the cops, jump virtual trains just one sim over from 
where I now sit..... and write in long sloppy sentences, chain smoking over 
my laptop? Would that be "On the Second Road?" Or is my mind still tied 


to my left-wing middle-class education, still guided by the heroes of the 
great folk scene of the 1960s, who for decades framed my thinking on 
poetry, music, and philosophy? I am, after all, in the Hotel Chelsea, not 
some arbitrary beach in the arms of some good looking boy - and it’s en- 
tirely my choice. So, for all my freedom here, it appears I can only be 
myself. I certainly could be a queen or - strange thought - a king, or a 
kajira, or a pirate, mercenary, slave, mistress, a lesbian lover in flowing 
gowns. 


Yet with all the choices I have, after so much time exploring the possibili- 
ties, I wind up here? It feels like I am back to square one, where I started 
my cultural explorations as a teenager. Back to the day I bought my first 
Bob Dylan record, long, long before anyone even thought of SL. If so, what 
has my journey through SL really achieved? I have come full circle. But 
maybe something is different after all. I looked into the dark corners I 
stayed away from in RL. I walked on the roads not taken. And strangely, 
the roads not taken lead me here, back to my old patterns of thought. 
Which is the egg, and which is the hen? Am I such a creature of habit that 
I will always end up in some shabby smoke-filled room crammed with 
poets? Or is the pull of music in the cafes at night, and revolution in the air 
so strong, that neither Jules Verne novels come to life, nor the living hell of 
Gor leave much of an impression? What does it say in terms of honesty, 
that elusive concept of being true to RL? I never intended to be true to any- 
thing. And yet.... here I am. If you were here with me, I'd hand you a joint 
and we could blow some smoke. 


And no sooner do I finish writing this, than some guy sits down next to 


me, ignores me for a few, turns himself into a tank and rolls out the door. 
You thought the Sixties were over? 
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We are Ugly. but 
we have the Music: 
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Hotel Chelsea 
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AY ou have heard about the Chelsea Hotel, even if you have not. Have 
Iconfused you yet? References abound. Here are the examples I can 
remember off the top of my head: 


"Staying up for days in the Chelsea Hotel 
Writing Sad Eyed Lady of the Lowlands for you" 
- Bob Dylan, Sarah 


"T remember you well in the Chelsea Hotel 
You were talking so brave and so sweet 
Giving me head on the unmade bed 
While the limousines wait in the street" 

- Leonard Cohen, Chelsea Hotel:2: 


In fact the Chelsea Hotel is so special and so unique that there are two! 
One in RL, with a long storied history of music, art, literature, love, 
SL, with the same vibe, and the 


same function. 


2) q 
In either world the Chelsea Hotel is hae for artists, writers and 
musicians. Its not a museum, not anyone's Holy Grail. It’s a place as 
real as anything in SL. You can live there for cheap, as a part of an artsy 
bohemian community, in the middle of a sim full of galleries and 
original art. 


You have to deal with the noise from the music venue 
downstairs, and the concert schedule is heavy. Enola 
Vaher, the manager, tells me that it's all live folk and 
rock, no backup tracks allowed. The Hotel used to have 
a literary night too, that functioned much like an open 

mic, where everyone could come and read, flash fiction, 
poetry, excerpts from novels, original or not. The pur- 

pose of Literary Night was to promote literature and 
community. And even if itis on hiatus right now, there 
are plans to revive it. 


The Hotel is on the list of SL showcases and the SL des- 
tination guide. And, as Enola says with a slight wink, it sf 
is "mostly noob friendly". Above all, though, the Chel- 

sea Hotel is a home to those with a love of the arts. 


Wuffle and Giovanna Brombal, the authors of the short 
stories in this issue, both live in the Chelsea; both their 

stories are set there, and both give a glimpse into life in 
this special place. & 


ia 
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Pornography 


Just don't expect me to tell you the 
story of crisis and redemption. Those 
stories are the stuff of evangelical 
newsletters and daytime TV, and they 
are all the same. I lived through mine; 
if 1 see one more I swear I'll throw up. 
Any ugly circumstance will set up my 
story: drinking, drugs, ADHD, de- 
pression, cancer, a bad marriage; they 
all will do. Imagine what you please, it 
does not matter. Did you ever realize 
how the story of survival ends when 
the life-saving surgery is done? We are 
left to imagine the teller lived happily 
ever after, between even more expen- 
sive and conventional furniture than 
the TV adaptation of the story 
showed. Do they though? 

Iam back out in the streets, I am 
in reasonably good health, the danger 
of relapse into whatever spoiled my 
life is practically zip. Here I am, with a 
new life. My sister has offered to take 
me in. And so I gingerly turn the 
knob on the door of her suburban 
home. Oh, it's ticky tacky alright. All 
the houses are the same. Hers looks 
like a hotel, with Alphonse Mucha 
posters on the wall. They will not 
offend anyone. The light spots on the 
wall and the marks on the hardwood 
floor tell a different story, like sis has 


By Giovanna Brombal 


hastily rearranged the place. No wor- 
ries, my sweet: Your life is yours. I'll 
not pry. 

And so I drop my bags, throw 
my clothes into a corner, have a 
shower, and look at my naked self in 
a full-length mirror. Not a baby, but I 
imagine I could become whatever I 
want now. Or can I? 

Sis has left me a few notes of 
things to do and places to go. Sure, 
T'll try. I get into my boots, jeans, and 
a top, head out. Country music in a 
corral so fake I can see straight 
through the paper mache. Bare- 
chested guys with stetsons, women 
in implausible gowns with huge hair, 
southern accents all around. Me with 
my dark complexion and hair, Italian 
name and complicated past, I feel 
like the mole on the face of this 
corn-fed, deep-fried,  whiskey- 
soaked wholesomeness. I do not 
make it through the show. Maybe my 
new start is not that new. I fall asleep 
curled up on the couch, the bed is 
just too damn big. 

A new day, a new exploration: 
This time to a piano recital, and I do 
lose myself in the music. As I get up 
to go, a woman catches my eye for 
reasons I do not understand. We 
strike up a conversation as people 
around us slowly leave. 


A man whispers in my ear, "Hot.” Just 
this one word. 

Without looking, I reply, “Then 
don't get burned" and really mean 
"Eff you.” 

But he does not hear that, and 
goes right on about going home to- 
gether. I look him over, a white suit 
with no shirt, long hair and beard, a 
body builder's figure. A late 20th 
century caveman John Lennon with 
no glasses. I stare him up and down, 
then resolutely turn my back and talk 
to my newfound friend about her 
love and family and about music. 
Just whose new life is this? Caveman 
was likely not concerned with that — 
more with a place to park his dick for 
the night. 

Drifting through clubs and occa- 
sional talks with my new friend mark 
the next few days, and losing con- 
sciousness in my sister’s upwardly 
mobile suburban hell. Of all things, I 
go to a matinee of sorts, in the kind 
of new-age music joint that would 
serve you green tea on a bright 
Sunday morning as you listen to the 
repetitive drone of new age acoustic 
guitars and admire the raging gray 
locks of retirement-age hippies. 
There is some banter between the pa- 
trons who all seem to know each 
other, cheerful and carefree, not the 


passive aggressive kind I might have 
expected. And so I act scandalized as 
someone says he gets blisters form 
playing his guitar. Don't we all know 
where these come from? He does 
take the bait and says it's a D/s thing 
because he has a leather strap for his 
guitar. Maybe he and his guitar 
should see a professional of some 
sort? 

And that is how we wind up 
dancing, drifting on big guitar 
chords and contemplative songs. 
And how I find out about the famous 
bohemian hotel, which has housed 
many great people and rents dingy 
rooms for cheap. Unlimited poten- 
tial, I think. 

I come in from the street, look 
around between the crumbling 
pomp, a collection of worn, mis- 
matched armchairs, as if from a swap 
meet. Out of some crack crawls a 
shirtless guy wearing only jeans and 
a police belt, complete with a service 
piece. He starts blabbering in some- 
thing that reminds me of Portuguese. 
Is all well? I'm fairly convinced he is 
not some sort of flashback. So I smile 
at him, but do nothing else. Let's see. 
More Portuguese, platitudes as far as 
I can make it out. I fold my arms, tap 
my foot impatiently, but he goes on. 


Finally I lose patience. "You know 
what? I'm smart as hell and really 
easily bored." 

I never lose my smile, and he 
seems to get it. At least he turns on 
his heel and vanishes, to who knows 
where. Again, out of nowhere an- 
other man appears, this one the t- 
shirt and jeans variety, tall lanky and 
with an esoteric streak of some sort. 

"So, you are smart as hell?” 

"Hell yeah, I say, "And I'm not 
shy about it." 

"Sure, you are not shy..." he 
comes back, staring into my cleav- 
age. 

He takes it upon himself to show 
me around. A room with Alan Gins- 
berg's name on it, one for Bob Dylan. 
A room where a famous murder oc- 
curred, and no one ever removed the 
blood stains. In its own way, the 
place is like Disneyland. My guide 
turns into a room with lots of photo- 
graphs of more or less dressed girls 
on the wall and vanishes. I look 
around, bemused. The pictures are 
pretty, but not pretty enough to be 
beautiful. Gritty, but not gritty 
enough to make a statement. Latex 
and leather are there too, but not 
enough to get the fetishists going, I 
imagine. Oh well, I step into the hall- 
way, pull the door closed and leave 


the girls to themselves. Let them 
figure it out. 

I walk the marble floor in the 
hallway looking at names on the 
doors, and suddenly two doors pop 
open almost at the same time. To my 
right, a girl in heavy boots, black 
dress, and fishnet stockings. To my 
left, a bald man in a silk shirt with a 
dragon on it. We strike up a conver- 
sation, while I stare at the dragon in 
fascination. But Mr. Dragon falls 
silent, and the girl and I chatter away. 
Ilook her over a bit closer. She has an 
edge to her and smokes something 
that smells as though it might be 
legal in some faraway place. And 
with no apparent reason we run out 
of conversation. I walk the halls and 
think, “Yes, this place feels so wrong 
it has to be right. I could plan a 
murder or start a religion, or maybe 
both? 

Names on doors. I look for a 
small room with a name I do not rec- 
ognize. The edgy girl lives in the 
Brendan Behan room, down the hall 
from Bob Dylan. Does she know 
those two were feuding over the Pa- 
triot Game? It seems right for her to 
live in the middle of an argument. 
Me though, I want nothing to do 
with long shadows and so rent a 
room named for Alan R. Jackson. I 


have no clue, and I intend to keep it 
that way until the day they name it 
the Giovanna Brombal room. 

Maybe then I'll be gracious. 

Meanwhile I inherit a desk, ob- 
scure books, a dresser and a fa- 
mously uncomfortable —_ foldout 
couch. That night, I fall asleep on 
creaking springs, my nose in a dusty 
1950s hardcover singing the praise of 
Communism in North Korea, and an 
old East German schoolbook on sta- 
tistics and the dispersion of projec- 
tiles. 


Pornography comes in many forms. 


Copyright 2011 by Giovanna Brom- 
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(< See Friday Nestler’s picks for landmark, or 
search SL Marketplace for "Humberview" 


or: http://maps.secondlife.com/secondlife/Mizar/82/175/48 


"There is no getting around it. If I'm 
hungry... I'm going to have to leave 
my room, I've gone over the contents 
of my apartment in my mind many 
times during the last eighteen hours 
and neither the apartment nor the 
mind contains anything remotely 
nourishing. What is all this stuff? 
Where the hell did it all come from? I 
have no memory of acquiring any of 
this. Two pianos and I'm not sure how 
many poorly printed posters of what 
could only be described as redundant 
Rothko re-prints. Wow... that's a lot of 
alliteration for a little lass like me. The 
very thought of putting pen to paper 
has clearly resurrected the C-average 
English major within me. Suddenly I 
feel like doodling unicorns in the 
margin while arching my back to 
thrill the roiling hell-broth of hor- 
mones in the next row. I wonder 
whatever happened to him. I wonder 
if he ever got to touch a boob. I 
wonder if he still dangles his parti- 
ciples. 


Three. I count three Rothkos. Which 
any normal person would consider far 
too many. Come to think of it... two 
pianos is also far too many, now isn't 
it? I suppose if I were to have another 
pianist over... but you and I both 
know that's not going to happen any- 
time soon. No... the only thing more 
nauseating than the thought of seeing 


people outside is the thought of seeing 
people in here. And that very nausea 
is the only thing that has helped me 
survive this hunger. Hunger? Hunger 
sounds like the wrong word. It implies 
some sort of desire... which implies 
some sort of ambition... these are not 
the right words. All I want is some- 
thing crammed into my belly... some- 
thing that doesn't want to hold me af- 
terwards... 


Alright. There are now boots on my 
feet and I think they're on properly 
this time. I can do this. I can go down- 
stairs and outside and to the conve- 
nience store. Cigarettes... yogurt... a 
jar of peanut butter for my pet squir- 
rel. How much is that going to run 
me? Twenty bucks will cover that. I'm 
sure I'll run into someone between 
here and there who can spot me a 
twenty. I'm pretty sure I can hear Jeff 
across the hall. Sobbing. Again. He'll 
give me twenty bucks. I'll ask him. 
Maybe seeing me will make him stop 
sobbing. And then maybe everyone 
else on the fourth floor will each give 
me twenty bucks for getting Jeff to 
stop sobbing! That would buy a hell of 
a lot of yogurt and peanut butter and 
cigarettes... maybe even enough to last 
til Spring? 


A Fish May Have Died in the Night 


see him there 
looking suspiciously 
still and pale 
don't think fish sleep like that 
and I've never heard of 
fish comotosia 


So I'm making a bet that 

he has passed on over to 
hat big fish bowl in the sky 
and that this is going to be 
a monumental waste of 
activated charcoal and fish food 


That all the time spent planning 

and zoning and attending committee meetings 
waiting for approval to place this 

fish castle in its proper place 

has been wasted effor 


That poor fishy won't ever 
look up at me with those 
big bugged out eyes in 
awe and appreciation of 
my hard work, and care 
or wiggle his fins as 

a sign of enjoying the 
fruits of my labor 


Yes, a fish may have died in the night 
Either that or he just enjoys 
exposing his bloated belly to the sun 


(OK its not the sun its an aquarium light 
but that isn't as poetic) 


© Serene Bechir 


Note: The story of where this poem came from is better than 
the poem itself. I was at a dash event. For those who do not 
know, that is where everyone is given a word and 15 mins to 
write something. The hostess came in and apologized saying 
she would be delayed a few minutes because ".. a fish may have 
died in the night." It turned out that the word was supposed to 
be enchant, but it was too late because I was already totally en- 
chanted by the idea of "might have died." The fact that it was 
said regarding a fish just made it fun. 


The Sound of You 


It is the sound of you I crave; 
the rise, 

the fall, 

the crest. 


Your words, a symphony 
whose music swells, 
echoes through my bones, 
electrifies each synapse. 


It is the sound of you I crave. 
Who cares what words you use, 
placed one by one in rows or 
tumbling down the page; 


even the meaning is less important. 
Though I often bathe in your wit, 
thrill at this word born laugh, 

see the wisdom hidden there; 


it is the sound of you I crave. 


© serene bechir *aka Juliana Marie 
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